
The MSftry of King Loaf. 

and furd-gownes hides all. Get thee glafTc eye?, and like a feur. 
«y politician, feeme to fee the things thou doeft not ; No, now 
pull oft' my boots, harder, harder,fo.. 

Edg. O matter and i.mpertin’ency, mixt reafon in madneflei 

Lear . If thou wilt vveepe my fortune, take my eyes ; 1 know 
thee well enough, thy name is Glofter, thou mull be patienc.we 
came cryingihith!?r:;th ? ou knowft the firft time that we fmcl the 
aire, we waile and cry. I will preach to thee, marke me, 

Glo. Alack, alack, tire day. 

Le^r.Whcn we are borne, we crie that wee are come to this 
great ftage offooles: this a good blockc.lt were a delicate ftra- 
t::gcm to fnoot n troopc of hor(e with fell, and when I haue ftoic 
vpon thefe lonnes in law.ithcn kill, kill kill, kill, kill kill 

* OiH W * ■ * " 

Enter three Cjentlemen. 

Ge»r.O herehcis,lay hands vpon him firs, 

Le 4 r.N 0 reicue.whata prifoner? 1 amccne the naturail foole 
of Fortune : vie me well, youfiaall haue aranfom. Let me haue 
a Chirurg*c6fi,T am cut' td'tli ferairies.” 

Gent. Y ou (hall haue any thing. 

Lear. No feconds, all my fclfe : why this would make a man 
of fait to vfe his eyes for garden watcr-pottes, land laying Au- 
tumnesduft. Good Sir. 

Lear. I will dye brauely like a Bridegroom?. Whatjwillbee 
iouiall : Come,come,I arft a King my mafters,know you that ? 

Gent. You are aroyallonc,and we obey you. 

Lear. Then thcrcs life int, nay if you get it you (hall get it 
with running. ' Exit King running, 

Ge»^Afightmoftpiuifiillinthe.rncancft wretch, part (pea- 
king of in a king : thou haft one daughter who redeemes nature 
from the generall curie which twaine hath brought her to. 

Edg. Haile gentle fir. 

Gent. Sir fpeed you, what’s your will ? 

Edg. Do you heare ought of a baitell toward ? 

<J#»r,Moft fure and vulgar,euery ones heares 
That can diftinguifh fenfe. 

Edg. But by your fauour,ho\v nceres the other army ? 

Gjtnt, 
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Cent. Neere and on fpeed ’for’t, the maine deferies, 

Stands on thchourely thoughts. 

Ed?. I thankeyou fir,thats all. 

Gen:. Though that the Queenc on fpeciall caulc is hcc; e, 

(dis army is mou’d on. . 

£dg. I thankc you fir. 

Glo. Youcuet gentle gods take my breath from me. 

Let not my worfer fpirit tempt me 3gaine,- 
To dye before you pleafe. 

Ed*. Well ptay you father. 

G/c.Now good fir what are you. 

Edg. A moft poor© man, made lame by fortunes blowes. 

Who by the Art ofknowne and feeling forrowes 
Am pregnant to good pitty. Giue me your hand, 

lie leade you to fomc biding. • . 

Glojl. Hearty thankes, the bounty and the bcmzon of heauen 
to boot, to boot. 

Enter Steward. 

• 

Stew. A proclaim’d prize, moft happy; that eyies head of thine 
was firft framed ftefh to raife my fortunes. Thou moft vnhappy 
Traitor, briefely thy felfe remember, the fword is out that mult 
deftroy thee. 

Glo. Now let thy friendly hand put ftrength enough to t. 

Stew. Wherefore bolde pezantdarft t’noufupporta publifht 
tray tor, hence leaft the infection of his foituue take like hold on 
thee, let gohisarme. 

Edg. Chill not let go fir without cagion, 

Strw. Let go ftaite,or thou dieft. 

Edg. Good Gentleman goc your gate, lecpoorevolkepaffc- : 
and chud haue beeiic zWaggar’d but of my life, it wold not haue 
bcnezolongby a vortnight: nay come not neere the olde roan, 
kecpeoutcheuoreye,or ile try whether your coftard or my bat 
be the harder, chill beplaine w ith you. 

Stew. Out dunghill. They fight. 

Sdg. Chil pick your teeth zir, corner,© matter for your foin.es , 
Stew, 



